Our Water Supply
taken down; and the blacksmith's small apprentice was
adding to the cleanliness of his shop and the dustiness of
the street by stroking down his floor with a few fronds of
palm leaf.
Women were coming to the mosque for the daily
supply of household water, carrying the slim-necked
copper jars on one shoulder in their graceful barefoot walk.
Water is laid on in Baghdad, but only a few wealthy inhabi-
tants in our street had taps to their houses; we all went to
the mosque, which luckily had no cistern for the washing
of the faithful, into which Marie would doubtless have
thrust our water jar to save time and trouble. She used
to bring back enough for my bath on every day except
Fridays, on which day the mosque was so entirely dedicated
to godliness that its sister virtue had to be neglected.
The mosque was my nearest neighbour. Its roof was
on a level with my room, and the street between us was,
as I have said before, certainly not six feet wide. Cats
used to spring across from it at night through my open
window and startle me till I grew accustomed to their
green eyes in the darkness by my bed.
Decendy veiled by my curtains, I could watch the Mulla
at his ironing or see him when he climbed at noon from
the court below to call the people to their prayers. With
his cracked old voice and sour face, he turned to the four
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